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three-figure number which savoured more of the
convict than regimental tradition.
Allenby's army, or what remained of it, was
caught up in grand transition. Like ants scurrying
to their orderly and manifold duties, so did the
lopped companies descend from the heights of
Jerusalem to the sands of Ludd, emerge from the
olive groves of Ramleh and the orange groves of
Jaffa to take up station at Jericho, while slowly the
troopships disembarked raw men from the hills and
plains of Hindustan, who gazed with astonishment
and awe at the aridness of El Kantara and wondered
what lay in wait for them beyond.
The fighting reached a fierce crescendo in France,
and Germany called for a similar effort on the part
of her Allies. Allenby's army appeared not so much
as a force but as the opening day at a West-end sale.
It was in remnants, and it invited attack.
Again the old cry went forth : " Could Feisal do
something ? " He could.
While this great game of musical chairs without
the music proceeded, Allenby was vulnerable. Big
in stature and big in soul, he stamped up and down
the line in his patched field-boots, giving encourage-
ment here, a gentle chiding there. So easily could
he have provided the musical accompaniment which
was lacking from this grandly-conceived charade, but
he withheld his trumpetings, and merely asked that
the limelight be deflected from the stage which he
dominated.
Feisal should have some, and Feisal was not averse.
The Turks were using the Dead Sea as a means of